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Aeroplanes 

I had never seen an aeroplane, except 
in moving pictures, which select 
and separate the dramatic moments; 
the lightning-like departure on the 
adventurous journey, then the light 
and victorious flight and finally the 
triumphant and orderly descent. My 
sojourn in a village quite near an im- 
portant aviation field compels me now 
to see them every day. And my en- 
thusiasm abates. It is not a pietty 
thing, an aeroplane: at rest, a big pack- 
ing case mounted on a car; in the air, 
something rigid, dead, like an enorm- 
ous dessicated dragon-fly. A bird? A 
man-bird? Not at all: nothing but a 
machine. 

It is all very well to get excited think- 
ing of the heroism of man, his com- 
posure, his knowledge, his adaptabil- 
ity, in a way prophetic : yes, of course, 
butwith so many qualities does he not 
display them as well when he controls 
an automobile, subdues an unbroken 
horse, or cleaves the wave with the 
keel of a bark? 

That preliminary humming which 
comes disturbing the sacred peace of 
the country, then that passage of a 
slow-moving arrow over the blue sky, 
before spotless, rasp my nerves. If 
only Icarus would fall, if I could im- 
agine that perhaps he would fall, I 
might take a really friendly interest in 
his insolent incursion into my sky. 
But no: he goes on, sure of himself 
1 ike Perseus on his high-spirited hobby 
horse of entire rest; and I too, I am 
sure of him.. And, inspiteof all, Iraise 
my eyes towards him, and it is I, an 
obscure hero, who trip over a stone ! 



A Foretaste of Purgatory 

THERE is rheumatism at once local- 
ized and wandering; lodging in 
my upper left limb, it moves about 
there from my shoulder to the tips of 
my fingers. Rather sluggish by day, 
it manifests its presence by dull shoot- 
ing pains here, there, further on. But 
beginning with the evening it bestirs 
itself, and at night, thoroughly awake, 
active and ready, intimates to its host 
that there is an end of laughter and 
that it is unhealthy to sleep too much. 
It seizes in its pincers tendons and 
nerves, clings to them and plays swing- 
ing with them; it bores into the artic- 
ulations of the shoulder, of the elbow, 
of the fist, of each one of the fingers; 
between the bones and the muscles it 
inserts razor-blades adroitly sharp- 
ened. It feels about, works up, pinches, 
nibbles, bites, rasps and makes of the 
biceps an inert but not an insensible 
mass! After which it moves down, 
then goes up, and then goes up again 
and tries to see "if there is not a way" 
to dislocate the shoulder. No, it re- 
mains firm: foiled, it gUdes along the 
arm like a rope-walker on his smooth 
cord and takes its revenge on the hand, 
again making the five fingers mad with 
pain, one after the other or all to- 
gether. It is a good fellow, neverthe- 
less; when the winged aurora bursts 
upon the heavens it thrusts a head 
between two pieces of flesh and slum- 
bers, only dreaming rather loud. And, 
when day has returned, it becomes 
almost positively well-behaved, plagu- 
ing its owner just enough to remind 
him that this evening it will be night 
again. 



